which, he said, were to be stormed and used as divisiona headquarters. He also indicated a point in a certain fielc where, he said, our glider was supposed to land. I did no1 find these aerial pictures, which need to be interpreted bj expert eyes, very helpful, but I noticed some small white marks along the hedges of the field, where my glider was to land.
"What are those?" I inquired.
"Oh, those," said the captain casually. "They're German machine-gun posts." Then, as he caught the expression on my face, he added, "But it will be quite all right, the R.A.F. will look after that. There won't be much left oJ the Jerry machine-gun nests when the Typhoons have smeared them out. It's going to be the most terrific blit2 ever."
We learnt that General Bols had been told by our intelligence that the Germans were moving their artillery up intc the area of our drop. The R.A.F. asked if he wished them to do anything about it. General Bols replied, "Absolutely nothing. That's simply splendid. I'd far sooner drop on top of the guns and put them out immediately rather than have them some distance away opening fire on us while we're trying to consolidate."
Major Oliver now explained to me that, as I had asked, Garstang and I would be together, but not in the " Phantom " glider. We were to go with one of the divisional headquarters defence platoons. Another captain, whose name I forget, was introduced as the commanding officer of the platoon to which we were assigned. He was a charming, friendly man who had fought with the same division in Normandy, and I will call him Brown. He also made it politely clear—and I sympathise with him fully—that he disliked having a non-combatant in his glider. As a mattei of fact, he had two, for the senior chaplain to the Sixth Airborne Division, the Rev. A. P. Cameron, was alsc assigned to his glider.
With every idle, passing hour the strain of waiting grew worse. Sometimes, as I paced restlessly up and down behind the barbed wire on evening strolls under a pallid March moon, the wild idea would come into my head oiresented roads, railway tracks and hedges. The captain who had brought in the pictures then pointed to a group of farm buildingsat the camp entrance,. If the weather is unfavourable, theram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
